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THE 


RESTER 


Containing  a  Oollootion  of  Popular  Comic  and  Sentimental  Songs. 


OONTENTSt 


A  Perfect  Cure 

Annie,  dear,  Good-bye 

Artful  Dod  gcr 

All  among  the  Barley 

Forty  Years  ago 

Good-bye,  Sweetheart,  good-bye 

Hurrah  for  bold  Robin  Hood 

I’m  ofl  to  Paddy’s  Land 

In  the  Pack 

1  m  a  Young  Man  from  the 
Country,  but  you  don’t  got 
over  mo 

battle  Goodie  Gay 
My  Guiding  Star 


Nil  Desporandura 

Oh,  don’t  I  love  my  Jemmy 

On  the  Sands 

Oh  I  wilt  thou  bo  my  bride  Kath¬ 
leen? 

Peter  Gray 

Pretty  Rosaline 

Riflemen,  Form  1 

Rosalie,  the  Prairie  Flower 

The  Sensations 

The  8ailor’s  Grave 

Toasts  and  Sentiments 

Under  the  Waluut  Tree 

Young  Man  from  the  Country 
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t  songster. 

W.  S.  FORTEY,  Printer,  2  &  3,  Monmouth  Court,  London,  W.C. 


Pet«r  Cfrajr. 

Mymng  Is  af  i  nice  yeang  man, 
Wkcsc  D&nt  was  Peter  Gray  ; 
Aid  Iks  plaee  wars  ke  was  heaa  in 
Was  PenasylvaaLa. 


Ck« _ 

Gom*  beak,  Peter, 

Ok  where's  my  Pstsr  Guay, 
Alew  ys  winds  nf  warning, 

Ri  teo-ral  laddy-a. 


Oh! 

All 


Ptfar  G 
wICn  a 


Gray,  he  foil  in  laws. 


gal; 


uss  yoang  g 

bud  tha  name  of  kar  I'm  positive. 
Was  Limaaah  Qtarla 


0  My  Guiding  Star. 

Riy  gentle  voice  would  lead  me  on, 

My  awn,  my  guiding  star. 

Till  erery  sense  af  Ufa  wore  gone, 
li’en  wert  Ikon  placed  afar ; 

And  now  Ikon  deign’st  so  near  to  shine, 
With  rays  that  warm  and  shear, 

Ike  Aonest,  surest  hopes  are  mine, 

Tfar  seal  Is  stowage  la  feat, 


Oh  1  Liman  ah  weald  ha^a  wail, 
iiat  her  lather  ha  said,  no  ; 

And  smelly  ha  sent  her  "  ^ 

Bay  and  the  Ohio.  - 

Ok  I  Peter  Gray  ha  weed  out  west, 

A  haaiiog  for  knJRele  skins ; 

But  there  ke*«eeoa  got  caught  and  saaly'a 

All  by  tha  Injiana. 

When  Lilian  ah  heard  the  news, 
ghe  straightway  waat  U  bad  ; 

And  never  did  gat  np  i 
Until  she  was  di-ad* 


not  deabt,  torn  naed’sl  net 


Thon  ueed’at 
grieve, 

I  bear  a  potent  spell; 

Be  certain  Love  will  ne’er  deceive. 

Tha  heart  that  serves  kins  wall. 

I  know  my  path  wdi  la< 

With  such  a  prao  in 
And  happy  omens  bleat  i 
That  must,  that  i 
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The  Sensations.  « 

Ail  the  world  is  on  the  move,  nobod/  can 
doubt  it, 

Looking  out  for  some&~tig  new — they  can¬ 
not  do  without  it  ; 

Every  day  brings  something  strange  beneath 
our  observation, 

Always  seeking  for  a  change  to  eaose  a  great 
sensation 

0 

Rare  and  there,  everywhere,  no  matter  In 
what  station, 

everybody’s  on  the  move,  seeking  some 
sensation. 

Since  ortnoUneu  in  tashion  came,  the  petti¬ 
coats  expanding, 

Row  delightfully  they  do  display  a  lady’s 
understanding, 

I  mean  the  well  formed  foot  an  .1  leg.  pro¬ 
vokes  a  mac's  ovations, 

.  coping  from  die  crinoline,  they  cie<\ »  "uite 
a  sensation. 

The  greatest  lion  of  the  day,  is  the  fam’d 
Gorilla, 

The  ladies  who  have  seen  him  say,  “  lie’s 
quite  a  charming  fellow  ;  ” 

But  the  greatest  monkies  in  the  land  share 
the  ladies  admiration 

Thus  the  Gorilla  monkey-man,  create*  this 
^strong  sensation. 

There’s  tub-thumping  8pm*geok.  beguiling 
maids  and  spouses 

And  by  his  spouting.  It's  a  fact  r  U  awiug 
crowded  houses  ; 

He  ie  as  good  a  “  pattern  v.  m  the 
natioo, 

And  does  the  swindle  ap  so  well,  as  to  cause 
^  %  great  sensatioa. 

At  Cremorne,  Leotard,  it  s  enough  to  max* 
your  blood  fr eese, 

Vo  ace  him  whirling,  ev’vy  night,  from  off 
the  Fly  in  u  '  Fra pore  ; 

Oue  man  nearly  kill’d  himself,  by  trying 
imitation — 

Falks  like  to  sco  thing  <langerou3,  it  eauses 
a  sensation.  H 

There’s  tightrope  Blondin’s  never  slack,  and 
«uay  our  forward  friend,  sirs. 

Sever  bove  a  backfall,  at  the  tightrope’s  end, 
sirs, 

to  His  tightrope  walking  he  walks  round  the 
4ft  heads  of  all  the  nation, 

tit*"  son  Were  one  like  him  be  found  to  give 


Nigger  songs  and  jumping  * 
all  go,  sirs, 

‘  The  Perfect  Cure,"  *•  Nancy,  udr  • 

with  “  Old  Bob  Ridley,  oh  !  <  n 

Rlw  that  I  have  done  my  song  1  hope 
met  your  approbation. 

And  If  it  has  some  other  ui^ht,  I'll  s  hg  some 
new  sensation. 

-  e  J 

The  Sailor’s  Grave. 

Our  bark  was  far.  far  from  land. 

When  the  fairest  ot  our  gallant  band, 

Grew  deadly  pale,  and  weaned  away, 

Like  the  twilight  of  an  autumn  day. 

We  had  watch’d  him  through  long  hours  ot 
pain. 

Our  caret  wore  great,  our  hopes  were  vain . 
Death’s  stroke — he  gave  no  coward's  alarms, 
But  smil’d,  and  died  in  his  mees-mate9  arm# 

We  had  no  costly  winding -dice,. 

We  placed  two  round  shots  at  his  feet. 

He  iuv  in  his  hammock  a9  snug  and  sound. 
At  u  in  his  long  9hroud,  marble  hound 

We  nroudi y  deck’d  hie  funeral  vest. 

With  a  British  flag  upon  his  brevist. 

We  gave  him  this,  as  a  badge  of  the  brave 
And  then  he  was  fit  for  a  sailor’s  grave. 

Our  voice i  broke,  our  hearts  turned  weak, 
Oft  tearw  were  seen  on  the  brownest  cheek, 
The  quiver  play’d  on  the  lip  of  pride, 

As  we  lowered  him  down  the  skip%sdark  side  ,• 
Then  a  splash  and  a  plunge,  and  eur  task 
was  o*er, 

And  the  billows  roll’d  on,  as  they  roil’d  be 
fore, 

And  many  wild  prayers  hallow’d  the  wave* 
Aj  he  tank  beneath  the  sailor's  grave. 


Under  the  Walnut  Tree. 

Dndtr  the  walnut  tree  dance  with  tne,  A 
Gay  as  fairy  elves  we’ll  be, 

In  some  sylvan  shade  ; 

Trip  it  lightly  o'er  some  verdant  meadow 
Here  no  worldly  sorrow, 

Shall  our  hearts  invade  Uv.dor  Ac 

Ofl  hy  the  glow-worm’s  light. 

Elfins  gay  and  spirits  bright. 

Meet  beneath  the  brandies  heipT.f 
And  dance  ti it  peep  ol  morn  ; 

Tripping  lightly  o'er  the  verdant  meadow, 
Night’s  pale  nectar  quaffing, 

From  the  waodbiae’e  horn,  Under*  Ae. 
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Ftt  a  Young  Man  from  the  Country, 
but  you  don’t  get  over  Me. 

When  1  was  down  In  Lancashire,  I  heard^of 
the  renown. 

Of  all  the  sights  and  wonders  of  famous 
London  town ; 

I  one  day  took  the  rail,  that  place  to  go  and 
see, 

And  said,  tho’  a  young  man  from  the  country, 
they  won’t  get  over  me. 

I  was  staring  in  a  shop-window  at  a  hand¬ 
some  chain  and  locket. 

When  a  Lunnun  chap  behind  me.  slipp’d  his 
hand  into  my  pocket ; 

Said  I,  thy  hand’s  in  the  wrong  place — thou 
art  making  rather  free. 

And  tho’  I  be  a  country  lad,  you  don’t  get 
over  me. 

Another  chap  walked  up  to  me,  making  sure 
that  he  would  nick  it, 

Says  he  young  man,  I’ve  pawn’d  ray  watch, 
and  wknt  to  sell  the  ticket ; 

I  kept  a  sharp  eye  on  hif  game,  and  soon  I 
show’d  to  he, 

Tho’  a  young  man  from  the  country,  he  don’t 
get  over  me. 

A  recruiting* sergeant  then  walked  up,  and 
kept  jingling  his  pelf, 

Toung  man,  says  he,  wilt  serve  the  Queen  ? 
nay,  says  I,  I’ll  serve  mvself ; 

Ibere’s  a  shilling  for  you,  lad,  mid  he,  and 
offer’d  one  to  me — 

Tho*  a  young  man  from  the  eountry,  he 
coulana’  old  soldier  me. 

The  skittle  and  card  Sharpers,  to  try  me  did 

begin, 

And  told  me  if  I’d  stake  my  brass,  they’d 
show  me  how  to  win  ; 
last  a  thimble-rigger  bets,  1  conld  not 
pick  up  the  Httlo  pea — 

Said  I.  though  from  the  country,  you  cannot 
pick  up  me. 

Next  a  dashing  lass  comes  up,  and  close  to 

me  did  keep, 

0or  faoe  all  daub’d  wi*  red  stuff,  Just  like 
we  mark  the  sheep  ; 

Says  she,  art  thou  good-natur’d,  dear  t  a  nap 
come  take  wi’  me. 

Hut ,  tho’  a  young  man  from  the  eountry,  »h^ 
couldn’t  get  ever  me. 


How  having  seen  enough  of  town,  I’ll  go-  * 
home  and  change  my  state. 

And  make  myself  quite  eomforale,  by  taking 
of  a  mate ; 

And  if  she  pleases  me  right  well,  how  happy 
then  we’ll  be  ‘ 

And  tho’tlTn  a  simpla  eountry  lad,  she  ny 
get  over  me. 

Little  Goodie  Gay. 

A  lover  came  wooing  one  bright  summer’s  day 
To  a  little  youug  maiden  they  eall  Goodie 
Gay : 

He  was  wealthy  and  warm, 'iut  the  ttuih 
must  be  told, 

For  a  damsel  like  her  he  was  rather  too  old. 

44  I’m  dying  of  love,  charming  Goodie,”  he 

cried. 

45  Tes,  indeed,  you  are  dying  of  old  age,”  she  . 

replied. 

And  to  all  his  soft  wooing  she  answered  him 
nay; 

Now  you  could  not  well  blame  her,  this  sweet 
Goodie  Gay. 

44 1  have  houses  and  acres,  and  gold,  too,  in 
store. 

And  I’m  not  very  aged,  but  just  sixty-four  ; 

A  little  bit  gouty  and  lame,  it  is  true. 

But  with  love  that  is  strong,  charming  Goo¬ 
die,  for  you  ” 

The  damsel  she  blush’d,  the  old  man  he  sigh’d 
And  what  do  you  thick  little  Goodie  replied 
“  She  was  weary  of  waiting,  would  marry 
that  day,  [Gay, 

But  not  to  an  old  man,”  said  young  Goodie 
Tou  would  not,  you  eould  not  well  blame 
Goodie  Gay 


Good-bye,  Sweetheart,  Good-bye 

The  bright  star  fide,  the  morns  is  breaking. 
The  dew-drops  pearl  each  bud  and  leaf. 
And  I  from  thee  my  leave  am  taking, 

With  bliss  to  brief,  with  bliss  too  brief. 
How  sinks  my  heart  with  fond  alarms. 

The  tear  is  ’biding  in  my  eye. 

For  time  dost  thrust  me  from  thine  arms; 
Good-hye,  sweetheart,  good-bye, 

The  sun  is  up  tne  lark  is  soaring. 

Loud  wells  the  note  of  eha.iticleer. 
Thejev#lt  bound  o  er  earth’s  soft  flooring. 
Yet  I  am  here  l  yet  1  am  here  I 
For  since  night’s  gems  from  heaven  dkl  fate, 
And  morn  to  floral  lips  doth  hie, 

I  could  net  leave  thee,  though  1  oald, 


A  OOILiOTKW  OF  F^Oim 


Oort. 


y«B|  Lrra  h«  pUy.  sobm 
fbnav  trUkf. 

With  vi  unlucky  elves, 

6*  gentlemen,  I  pray  look  out, 
And  take  oare  of  y ourselves, 
lot  onoe  1  met  a  aioe  young 
maid, 

Looking  to  demurs, 

And  all  at  ouoo  to  me  the 
oried. 

You  an  a  perfect  cun. 

1  waotod  oa  her  lots  of  oath. 

In  hopes  her  lore  to  share, 

1  with  her  used  to  out  a  dash, 
And  all  things  went  on 
square  ; 

Until  1  caught  another  chap, 

W  hooohis  knees  did  woo  her 

She  cried,  as  she  my  face  did 

Yen  an  a  perfect  sure. 

1  call’d  upon  her  the  next  day,  I 
Concerning  that  affair  ; 

1  took  a  teat  and  on  it  lay, 

A  strange  hat  I  declare. 
Whose  hat  is  tint?  says  I— 
says  sbt 

Hot  yours,  you  may  be  sure, 
8o  you  may  walk  your  chalks 
from  me, 

For  you  are  a  perfect  cure. 

Cure  or  no  cure,  I  replied, 
<uch  insults  ars  not  needsd 
When  a  tall  fellow  I  espied, 
Who  nearly  half-killed  ms 

did. 

1  through  the  window  took  a 

leap, 

And  tell  in  a  common  sewer. 
They  dragg’d  me  out,  and  loud 
did  shout, 

There  goes  a  perfect  dure. 

I  was  laid  up  lor  seven  months 
Indeed  Fm  not  romancing, 
Which  brought  cm  Mr.  Tan- 
tiny’s  dance, 

That’s  why  I  keep  on  danc¬ 
ing. 

dme  day  a  Beadle  call’d  on  me, 

1  felt  alarm’d  you’re  sure, 
Along  with  me,  come  on,  says 
he, 

You  are  the  perfect  cure. 

Be  took  me  ’fore  the  magis¬ 
trate, 

There  stood  the  faithless  she 
An  artful  tale  she  did  relate. 
And  swore  the  babe  to  me. 
The  ease  created  lots  of  fun, 

»  At  my  exponas,  be  suns, 

Be  1  jut  for  whatlns^vdone 
Anri  I »  psrfoot  cure. 


A  cure,  the  neighbours  user 
call  me, 

M j  shepmates  say  the  same 

They  try  to  cure  me  of  my  lore 
And  rob  mo  of  my  name. 

Fve  told  yon  all,  my  song  is 
done, 

You’ll  pity  ms,  I’m  sup# , 

And  say,  as  1  away  do  run, 
Arn’t  you  a  perfect  ours. 

Annie,  dear,  Good-bye. 

I’m  leaning  o’er  the  gate,  Annie 
’Neath  thy  cottage  wall ; 

The  grey  dawn  breaks,  the 
hour  grows  late, 

I  hear  the  trumpet  call, 

I  could  not  brook  thy  check 
so  pale, 

The  sad  tear  in  thine  eye— 

This  heart  that  laughs  at  war, 
might  quail — 

8o,  Annie,  dear,  good-bye. 

This  heart,  Ac. 

Fm  march  ing  with  the  brave, 
Annie, 

Far  from  home  and  thee, 

To  win  renown,  perhaps  a 
grays, 

A  glorious  one  ’twill  be. 

But  whatso’er  the  fate  1  meet, 
To  conquer  or  to  die  ; 

This  heart’s  last  throb,  for 
thee  will  beat, 

So,  Annie  dear,  good-bj  e. 

This  heart’s,  Ac. 

Ob  !  wilt  thou  be  my 
bride,  Kathleen  ? 

Oh  1  wilt  thou  be  my  bride, 
Kathleen?  r 
Though  lonely  I  may  be  ! 

My  only  wealth  is  this  poor 
heart, 

Wh  ch  beats  alone  for  the?. 

The  gems  which  others  bring, 
Kathleen 

Upon  thy  brow  to  shine ; 

Oh !  do  they  speak  of  lore  and 
truth, 

Like  this  poor  gift  of  mine. 

Oh!  wilt  thou,  Ac. 

Fre  not  rich  rob&y  for  t^ee, 
Kathleen, 

Thy  beauty  needs  no  dress; 

The  pride  of  queenly  splen- 
fades, 

Before  thy  loveliness. 

1  have  no  banquet-hall,  Kath¬ 
leen, 

To  grace  thy  bridal-day ; 

But.  I’ve  a  heart  where  thou 
Hilt  live,  ' 


The  Young  Kan  from  the 
Country. 

When  firit  I  went  to  Mrrioo,  a 
nursemaid’!  place  I  took, 

There  was  mo,  and  Jane  tho 
housemaid,  and  Margaret  the 
oook;  , 

We  all  of  us  had  followers,  the 
-  beet  of  all  the  three, 

Was  the  young  man  from  >&• 
country,  fee  kept  company  #ith 
me. 

That  young  man,  Ac. 

The  first  time  he  came  into  tea, 
the  snow  was  on  the  ground. 
Next  morning  master’s  overcoat 
was  nowhere  to' be  found  ;  . 
And  yet  I  saw  on  the  peg,  When  I 
sat  down  to  tea, 

With  that  yeuag  ftian  fkftri  the 
eodhtry,  as  kept  company  with 
me. 

That  young  man  Ac, 

When  next  he  came  the  dinner 
thkijgs  were  lying  all  about, 

For  Jane  that  day  was  busy,  and 
’tw&s  MargaretV  ,*  Sue&J-f  V* 
Two  silver  forks  were  stow  th* . 

night,  yet  no  thief  did  I  see, 

No  mors  did  that  young  mail  as 
kept  Company  with  me. 

ihat  young  man,  Ac. 

He  came  again,  and  yet  ag^in# 
how  often  1  can’t  say, 

And  things  kept  going  from  the 
House,  in  quite  an  aw  ml  way  ; 
We  could’nt  tell  who  took  7em, 
neither  Jane,  por  cook,  nor  ,jm>. 
Nor  that  young*  man  from  toe 
country,  as  kept  company  with 
me,  •  ( 

That  young  man,  Ac. 

One  day  a  policeman  came  for  me, 
my  evidence  to  give, 

I  never  shall  forget  to  the  longest 
day  live; 

In  the  Old  Bailey  there  1  see, 
condemned  lor  iclony, 

That  young  mail  from  the  country 
as  kept  company  with  me.  . 

That  young  man,  Ac.^* 

’Twas  he  a*  stole  the  forks  ana 
spoons,  ’was  he  the  coat  as  took, 
I  lost  my  place  next  morning,  so 
did  Jane,  and  sq  did  cook. 
Young  women,  all  take  warning, 
don’t  take  followers  in  to  tea, 
Lest  they  treat  you  as  tliut  young 
man  from  the  country  trea  eu 
me. 

That  young  man,  4a. 
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All  among  the  Barley. 

Como  out,  ’tis  now  September, 

'l  he  hunter’s  moon’s  begun, 
4nd  through  the  wbeaten  stubble 
Is  heard  the  freqnent  pun  : 

The  leaves  are  paling  yellow. 

Or  kindling  into  red  ; 

And  the  ripe  and  golden  barley 
Is  hanging  down  its  head. 

All  among  the  barley, 

Who  would  not  bo  blythe, 
When  the  free  and  hapny  barter. 
Is  smiling  on  the  scythe  ? 

The  Spring,  she  is  a  young  maid. 
That  does  not  know  her  mind ; 
The  Summer  is  a  tyrant, 

Of  most  unrighteous  kind  ; 

The  Autumn  is  an  old  friendi, 
That  loves  one  all  he  can. 

And  that  brings  the  happy  bailey 
To  glad  the  heart  of  mao. 

All  among  the  barley,  4* 

The  wheat  is  like  a  rich  man, 

'1  hat’s  sleek  and  well  to  do. 

The  oats  are  like  a  pack  of  girlfl, 
Laughing  and  dancing  too ; 

The  rye  is  like  a  miser. 

That’s  sulky,  lean  and  small. 
But  the  free  and  bearded  barley 
Is  the  monarch  of  them  alL 
All  among  the  barley,  4* 


Pretty  Rosaline. 

'Twas  near  the  bonks  of 

Tweed, 

A  nd  in  a  flowery  dell, 

A  rustic  cottage  reared  its  baud* 
The  traveler  knew  it  well, 
for  there  a  little  lassie  dwelt, 

As  fair  as  beauty  4-  queen— 

Not  one  so  rare,  not  one  so  fair, 
As  pretty  Rosaline.  • 

She  \ras  so  bright,  sogayanal|ght, 
So  meek  and  mild  her  mien  I . 
Heaven’s  own  lustre  lit  the  eye 
Of  pretty  Rosaline. 

Her  aged  mother,  feeble,  blind, 
Wfis  Rosa’s  only  care : 

Never  child  was  half  so  kind, 

Nor  parent  half  so  dear. 

To  pet  herfood,  she’d  spin  and  knit, 
\N  i’  chfeerfli*  heart  I  "when ; 

And  blind  old  Jenny  fondly  loved 
Her  pretty  Rosaline. 

But  oh!  how  gay,  at  close  of  day. 
They’d  wander  o’er  the  green-* 
Jenny’s  feeble  steps  were  led 
By  pretty  Rosaline, 

cruel  lord*  so  proud  and  bast, 
Sought  shelter  in  the  dell; 

W  ptur’d  with  kc*  bonny  face, 
Ae  Wd-iM  tasted— frill 


Betrayed,  despised,  her  iyirHf 
droop’d 

No  more  she  sought  the  green: 
Bnt,  like  a  lily  in  its  bloom, 

Died  pretty  Rosaline. 

Her  mother  aear  had  none  toehser, 
She  died  that  very  e’en  ; 

And  blind  old  Jenny  sleeps  beside 
Her  pretty  Rosaline. 


i 


Nil  Desperandum. 

In  the  morning  of  life,  with  bo* 
«pm  elate. 

The  youth  leaves  the  home  of 
hie  heart, 

To  seek  o’er  the  treecheroue 
ocean  his  fate. 

And  in  lift’s  busy  scene  take  • 
part; 

Far  whatever  his  lot,  ’mid  trouble 
andean. 

Be  sings,  “  Mil  Desperaadom  * 
Ill  never  despair. 

O’er  ocean’s  expanse,  the*  dark 
clouds  arise. 

And  atoms  in  load  gnsts  sweep 
the  waves, 

Ike  tempeat-toss’d  vessel  right 
onward  die  flies, 

Vet  the  storm  moat  terrifie  die 
braver. 

For  whatever  his  lot,  'mid  trouble 
andean, 

He  sings,  “  MU  Desperaadom  * 
r  I’ll  never  despair. 

At  length  when  the  perilous 
voyage  is  o’er. 

And  the  vessel  at  aaohar  oaft 
lies, 

How  quickly  he  springs  on  Ms 
dear  native  shon. 

And  how  swiftly  than  heme* 
ward  he  flies ; 

Then  throwing  off  all  hb  trouble 
and  can, 

He  sings,  “  HU  Desperandum,” 
I’ll  never  despair. 


‘Riflemen,  Form! 

Thera  is  a  sound  of  thunder  afhr, 
Storm  in  the  south  that  darkens 
the  day, 

Storm  of  battle  and  thunder  of 

war, 

Well  if  it  do  not  roll  our  way. 
Storm  \  storm  I  Riflemen  form  1 
Ready,  be  ready  to  meet  the 
storm! 

Riflemen, 

bus? 

1  '  % 


Be  not  deaf  to  the  sound  that 
warns, 

Be  not  gull’d  by  the  despot's 
pica ! 

Are  flgs  of  thistles,  or  grapes  of 
thorns  ? 

How  should  a  despot  set  men 
free* 

Form,  form,  Ae. 

Let  you  Reforms  for  a  moment  go, 
Look  to  your  butts,  and  take 
g  od  aims ; 

Better  a  rotten  borough  or  so, 
Thao  a  rotten  fleet  or  a  city  in 
flames. 

Form,  form,  Ac. 

Form  !  be  ready  to  do  or  to  dial 
Form  1  in  freedom’s  name  and 
the  Queen’s ! 

True  that  we  have  a  laithful  ally, 
But  only  the  Devil  knows  what 
he  means. 

Form,  form,  form  1  Aa 

Forty  Tears  Ago. 

•Tie  now  some  tarty  years  ago, 

A  man  was  in  his  prime  ; 

And  forty  years  ago  to  him, 

Was  then  a  merry  time  ; 

HiS  heart  was  happy  light  and 
free, 

But  time  has  brought  him  low  • 
Still  he  can  with  p  e  isure  sp.  ak. 
Of  forty  years  ago. 

He  gave  to  those  who  sought  his 
aid, 

The  poor  ne’er  left  his  door : 
And  shelter  to  the  friendless  gave 
For  he  gave  relief  in  store. 

But  age  has  now  passed  o’er  his 
heed, 

He’s  seen  each  friend  laid  low  : 
And  all  his  youthful  days  arc  fled 
Full  forty  years  ago. 

i- 

Now  all  my  onee  lov’d  friends  art 
dead, 

(The  old  man  breathed  a  sigh,) 
And  I  am  left  alone  to  w'eep, 

Of  happy  days  gone  by. 

Now  every  thing  to  me  seems 
strange, 

The  land  I  Scarcely  know, 

AH  things  have^  undergone  m 
change, 

Since  forty  years  ago. 

May  the  pleasures  of  Britons  be 
as  pure  as  their  breezes,  and  their 
virtues  as  firm  as  their  orfks. 

An  army  that  will  stand;  but 

I  go  standing  army. 


I’m  otf  to  Paddy's  Land.  ,  g 

Oh  the  land  ot  tweet  Erin,  fnith  !  lore  the„ 
dearly, 

'Hie  land  of  sweet  Erin,  1  always  will  adore, 
rhey  are  the  bonny  boys,  that  merilly  can 
cheer  me. 

Farewell  to  England,  adieu,  fbr  evermore ! 

Chorus. 

Pm  off  to  Paddy’s  land,  take  it  as  a  warning, 
I’m  off  to  Paddy’s  land,  I  now  must  sail 
away,  <  *  x 

Drink  with  respect  to  the  pretty  girls  of  Ire¬ 
land,  1  < : 

I’m  off  to  Paddy’s  land,  and  there  1*11  end 
my  days. 

I’ll  leave  the  rose  for  the  green  little  sham- 
rook,  *  v 

i’ll  leave  the  rose  tor  the  soot  whsre  1  was 
bora ;  ;  t 

for  since  I’ve  left  Ireland,  I  have  been  de¬ 
jected, 

Fve  been  dejected,  forsaken,  and  forlorn, 

love  to  hear  the  sound  of  the  harp  and  the 

Likewise  the  pheasant  and  the  hare ; 
fhe  land  of  81  Patrick  is  pleasant,  gay,  and 
charming, 

All  tSnng*  \n  season  Qc  pretty  girls 

V 

*/  i*  fair  Dublin  city, 

aim)  «»,  the  borders  of  sweet  Castle  Hyde, 
to  view  the  rivers  clear,  and  the  purling 


To 


streams  so  pretty, 

watch  the  little  fishes,  and  Jbe  rippling 


of  the  tide. 


Bow  pleasant  tor  to  see  tide  little  lambs  dis¬ 
porting, 

And  pleasant  tor  to  see  the  meadows  green 

\  ml  the  frisky  bonny  Irish  boys  so  fondly 
will  be  courting, 

So  cheerful  and  light-hearted  on  St  Pa- 
trick’s  day. 

farewell  to  England,  and  these  I  leave  be¬ 
hind  me, 

Now  I’m  safely  landed,  1  never;  more  will 

roam  ; 

On  rny  dear  native  soil,  there  yon  will  find 
me, 

Toe  holy  \m  i  of  Erin’s  We,  for  Erin  is  my 
home. 


*  ,* 


iS  } 


Hurrah,  for  Bold  Robin  Hood 

The  lay  of  old  fam’d  stories  tol  l. 

Of  knight  of  chivalrous  anus. 

Whan  the  guerdon  of  the  werrio?  bold 
Was  the  maiden’s  peerless  charm**  . 

When  bold  Robin  tlood,  and  hi*  forester* 
good, 

Were  merry  as  merry  could  bfe. 

When  the  forester’*  life  was  free  from  «rrift 
Ahd  his  home  the  tryetiug  tree. 

Then  hurrah,  hurrah,  for  bold  Kobfo  Mood 
Hurrah  for  the  olden  times  ; 

And  one  cheer  more  for  the  forester  good. 
That  lives  "in  the  olden  rhymes. 

Then  hurrah,  hurrah,  Ao. 

The  knights  of  the  bow,  full  well  they  did 
know,.. 

Their  way  through  the  forest,  to  con, 

AM  to  nun;  uie  roebuca,  there  was  bold  Friai 
Tuck, 

Much,  the  miller,  and  brave  Little  John  ; 
And  young  Allan-*  ’ale  softly  whisper’d 
lore’s  tale, 

In  the.foir  Maid  Marian’s  ear, 

While  they’d  shout  and  they’d  laugh,  and 
they’d  play  quarter  staff* 

Or  they’d  quaff  off  the  berry  brown  beer. 
Then  hurrah,  hurrah,  for  bold  Kohin  flood. 

Hurrah  for  the  olden  times  ; 

And  one  cheer  more  for  the  forester  good, 
That  Eves  in  tub  olden  rhymes. 

Then  hurrah,  Ar 

The  merry  men  of  the  forest  glen, 

Would eVry  danger  scorn, 

And  wend  their  way  o’er  fern  and  feu, 

And  wind  the  willing  horn  ; 

A nd  took  from  none  but  such  a  one. 

Whose  gold  was  hoarded  deep  ; 

Then  gave  their  meed,  when  there  wos  need 
From  the  miser’s  treasured  heap. 

Then  hurrah,  hurrah,  for  bold  Lob  if,  Hood 
Hurrah  for  the  olden  times  ; 

And  one  cheer  more  for  the  forester  good, 
That  Uvea  in  the  olden  rhymes. 

Then  hurrah,  hurrah,  do 


Toasts  and  Sentiments. 

May  our  trade  and  manufactures  be  udt* 
strained  by  the  fetters  of  monopoly. 

limy  surrounding  nations  admire  and  pre¬ 
fer  the  excellence  of  our  arts  and  manufoo 
turesi 

May  the  blessings  of  taedote  V  equally 

luetftfl at  J>mu  .  ;o-  .  rut 


7 


who  knows  a 


if,  I  know  my  wa>  about 
I  search  after  me  they 

itfowfV ;  ■■■•■ 

/  then  ' 'gentleman,*  and 
.too,1  ! 

>  dodgerfind,  who  knows 
I  am,  Ac. 


Mtition  sometimes  I  write  out,  in  lan¬ 
guage  moot  sublime, 

I  ttm  I  cany  it  about,  for  tradespeople 

to  sign » 

I  when  they're  signed,  out  come  a  book, 
each  giros  a 4  bob*  or  two, 
f  think  I'm  at  a  great  expense,  and  lots 
at  good  Ido.  I  am,  Ac. 

10  Inelibri  I  next  procure,  and  hold  them 
in  my 

a  at  the  ooraw  of  the  street,  1  shivering 

do  stand ; 

f9  4  Oh  1  ladies,  buy  a  box,  oh  1  do,  kind 


a.  Then  they  are  all  affected  at 
treble  condition,  and  completely 


then  next  I  buys  a  ‘dickey’  smart,  and 
dresses  tike  a  swell, 

*ad  with  a  carpet  bag  struts  forth,  unto  a 
_rge  hotel ; 

And  there  1  liras  just  like  a  prince,  stays  for 
a  week  or  two. 

When  suddenly— 'tis  strange—  I’m  missed,  i 
thing  or  two.  1  am  Ac. 


next,  dress'd  like  a  working  man  \  go 
from  door  to  door. 

i  say, 4  it  is  all  through  the  41  strike,*  that 
I  am  rendered  poor  ;  ’ 

Sometimes  I  go  out  in  the  road,  and  sing, 

4  What  shall  I  do  ? 

ffrarojast  come  from  Manchester,  and  wants 
newtoktedo.'^  lam,  Ac. 

in  Short,  all  dodges  1  get  at,  I’m  dodging 
everyday, 

frpl  now  my  *»g  i*  dodging  out,  I’ve  just 
one  word  to  say ; 

Bor  row  attention  here  to  night,  sincerely  1 
(hanky***  •  .  > 

M  say  that  I  tore  taught  you 
T  or  two.  For  lam  Ac. 


Oh,  don't  I  love  my  Jemmy. 

For  the  last  nine  months  I're  been  sporting* 
I  knew  a  oh&pnnd  wont  a  ceur  ting, 
in  this  street,  in  this  street ; 

The  first  thing  1  did — girls  kn6w  full  wd  I, 
Look'd  out  for  a.  chap  who  lov'n  me  wel^ 
Such  a  treat,  such  a  treat, 

Oh.  don’t  I  love  my  Jemmy,  oh,  dear  I 
In  the  second  floor  back,  1  look’d  through  a 
crack, 

And  there  1  spied  my  Jemmy. 

His  peg-top  trousers  caused  such  a  sensation 
His  large  moustache — that  licks  the  nation. 

Such  a  treat,  such  a  treat ; 

With  turn  down  collar  of  linen  and  cotton, 
And  a  nice  short  coat  that  touch’d  his  bottom 
In  the  street,  in  the  street. 

I  met  him*en  the  stairs,  s’help  my  tater,; 

He  treated  me  to  the  ‘  Vic.’  theatre, 

_  What  a  treat,  what  a  treat. 


He  muzzled  a  chap,  because  he  sl  oved  me. 
On  the  gallery  stuirs  he  swore  he  loved  me. 
What  a  treat,  what  a  treat. 

While  his  words  of  lore  to  me  was  booking, 
I  says, 4  cut  it,  Jem,  here’s  a  man  a-looking, 
On  the  stairs,  en  the  stairs,’ 

I  lov'd  him  in  spite  of  ea re  and  sorrow, 

We  made  it  all  right  and  were  married  on 


the  morrow, 

In  the  ohurch,  in  the  church. 

The  day  was  come,  and  we  wish’d  for  night, 
That  we  might  talk  of  things  in  quiet, 
What  a  treat,  wtot  a  treat; 

We  never  went  to  sleep,  for  our  sins  did  pray 
So  we  never  got  up  untfl  twelve  next  day. 
What  a  treat.  What,  a  treat. 

Nine  months  and  throe  days,  let  them  laugh 
who  wins — 

Nancy  was  put  to  bed  with  twins, 

Jem  was  beat,  Jen*  was  beat ; 

We  tod  them  christened  to  euit  our  fancy. 
The  boy  named  Jemmy,  and  the  girl  named 
Haney. 

What  a  treat,  what  a  treat 

The  girl  is merited  just  like  her  mother. 

He  has  got  Jeni’s  nose  has  Nfmoy’s  brother 
What  a  treat,  what  a  treat  ; 

I  bless  the  day  1  pebp!d  thfo’  the  crack , 

And  I  lave  to  live  in  the  feecond  floor  tock. 


A  OOLLSOTION  OF  FAVOUHITB  SQNG4B. 


In  th*  Park.  • 

Has  I  was  walking  in  the  Park, 

1  mot  a  girl  with  eyes  so  dark, 

In  the  Park,  Ac. 
With  pork-pio  hat  and  feather 
green. 

Balmoral  boot*  and  crinoline, 

In  the  Park,  Ac. 

That’s  where  I  first  saw  Nancy, 
oh,  heigho, 

1  paid  dear,  as  yon  shall  hear, 
And  that  1  did  not  fancy. 

1  was  dress’d  so  spruce  and  gay, 
For  I  was  out  fojr  a  holiday. 

In  the  Park,  Ac. 

I  had  three  pound  ten,  a  nobby 
cane 

A  lever  watch,  gold  Albert  chain 
In  the  Park,  Ac. 
\\  hen  first  I  saw  my  Nancy,  Ac. 

I  ask’d  her  for  to  take  a  ride, 

As  o’er  the  lake  the  boats  did  glide 
In  the  Park,  Ac. 
She  answered  “  yes,”  with  such  a 
siml\ 

That  really  did  my  heart  beguile 
In  the  Park,  Ac. 
Oh,  an  angel  1  thought  Nancy,  Ae. 

So  gaily  l  stepp’d  in  the  boat, 
Pull’d  off  waistcoat  hat  and  coat. 
In  the  Park,  Ac. 
As  I  rowe  l  I  called  her  “  darling 
-pet,” 

I  caught  a  crabb — the  boat  upset. 
In  the  Park,  Ac. 
And  nearly  drowned  Nancy,  Ac. 

They  pull’d  her  out,  but  oh,  dear 

me 

Coat,  watoh  nor  waistcoat  could 


On  the  0»*dfi. 

To  Brighton,  one  Sunday  I  went 
by  train. 

Two  and  sixpenee  there  and  back 
again.  To  tho  sands,  Ac. 
My  Mary  sported  a  new  crinoline 
And  Magenta  stockings  all  so  fine, 
On  the  sands,  Ac. 


I  see, 


& 


In  the  Park,  Ac. 

Besides  three  pound  ten  they  had 
taken  away. 

And  then  1  bad  for  the  boat  to  pay 
In  the  Park,  Ac. 

And  brandy  for  ray  Nancy,  Act 

1  mlled  a  cab  for  her  and  me, 

And  kindly  took  her  home  to  tea, 
From  the  Park,  Ac. 

I  struck  a  light— but  oh,  I  faint. 

For  h  ancy  had  lost  her  teeth  and 
paint.  In  the  Park,  Ac. 

Ada  false  wig  wore  Nancy,  Ac. 

She  got  all  right,  and  went  away, 

I  ue’er  saw  her  again  till  the  other 
day.  In  the  Park,  Ac. 

A  baby  in  her  anne  she  had. 

And  she  had  been  and  sworn  I 
was  its  dad. 

Through  ths  lark,  Ae, 

Halt-a-crown  a  week  I  p*y4o 
Nancy,  oh,  heigho, 

1  never  was  there,  ldo  declare 
And  that’s  what  Mort  fussy 


How  they  quizz’d  my  Mary,  oh, 
heigh. 

Her  tiny  foot  with  patent  boot 
1J  o w  they  quins’ d  my  Mary. 

The  sea-breeze  created  an  appetite 
So  we  spread  a  napkin  clean  and 
white,  On  the  sands,  Ac. 
With  sausages  cold  and  bread  and 
cheese, 

Our  appetites  soon  did  appease, 

Ou  the  sands,  Ac. 

How  they  quizz’d  my  Mary,  oh, 
heigho. 

Her  tiny  foot  in  a  patent  boot 
How  they  quizz’d  my  Mary 

My  Mary,  eager  lor  a  dip, 

In  a  machine  she  went  to  strip, 
On  the  sands,  Ac. 
Some  gentlemen  cried, 4  Oh,  don’t 
you  see,’ 

That  mermaid  risingfrom  the  sea, 
On  the  sands,  Ac. 

How  they  quizz’d  my  Mary,  oh, 
heigho. 

Her  flowing  hair,  like  a  mer¬ 
maid  lair, 

How  they  quizzed  my  Mary 

The  dip  gave  her  an  appetite. 

She  stowed  away  a  precious  sight. 

On  the  sands,  Ac 
Some  ‘  Old  Tom’  she  had  neat. 
Which  made  her  un  tcady  on  her 
feet,  On  the  nands,  Ac 

How  they  quias’d  my  Mary,  oh, 
heigho, 

Dropp'd  on  the  sands,  she 
couldn’t  stand. 

Oh  how  I  blush’d  for  Mary. 

I  went  for  a  cab  to  take  her  home 
When  I  came  back,  up  and  down 
did  roam,  On  the  sands.  Ac. 
Not  a  vestige  of  Mary  could  I  see 
She  bolted  with  another  instead 
of  me,  From  the  sands,  Ac. 

How  the  liked  my  Mary,  oh, 
heigho, 

Heartless  she  to  cut  from  me, 
Oh,  faithless,  lushy,  Mary. 

Her  description  and  reward  I’ll 
give, 

If  you’ll’tell  me  where  the  bloak 
does  live,  \  In  the  land,  Ae. 
She’s  passihg  fair,  age  twenty-nine 
With  Magenta  stockings  and 
eeincttnc.  So,  grand,  Ao. 


Mow  that’s  the  out  of  Mary,  of 
heigho 

Go  mad  I  shall,  they*1: 4 
prigg’d  my  gal, 

My  faithless,  lushy,  Mary 

gm ■  — moioh— 

The  Prairie  Flower. 

On  the  distant  prairie,  where  c 
heather  w^ld 

In  its  quiet  beauty  liv’d  and  sm  h  1 
Stands  et  a  Tittle  cottage,  and  * 
creeping  yine,  ,  * 

Loves  arouhjd  the  por$h  to  twin* 
tn  that  peaceful  dwelling  wat»  a 
lovaly  child.  Y,%, 

With  her  blue  eyes  beaming  sof  i 
and  mild, 

And  the  wavy  ringlets  of 
flaxen  hair, 

Floating  in  the  summer.air. 

Fair  as  a  lily,  joyous  and  free, 
Light  of  the  prairie  home  was  b*  e 
Ev’ry  one  who  knew  her,  felt  ti  a 
gentle  power  7 
Of  Rosalie,  the  prairie  flower. 


On  that  die  ant  prairie,  When  t.,e 
days  where  long, 

Tripping  like  a  fairy,  sweet  her 
song; 

With  the  sunny  blossoms,  and  tn  e 
birds  at  pb  y. 

Beautiful  and  bright  asr  they. 
When  the  twilight  shadows  f.c- 
thered  in  the  west*; 

And  the  voice  of  Nature  sunt  o 
rest. 

Like  a  cherub  kneeling  seem'd  tft  « 
lovely  child. 

With  her  gentle  eye^  so  mild. 
Fair  as  a  lily,  joyous  and  freee 
Light  of  the  prairie  home  was  die 
Ev’ry  one  whb  knew  her  felt  V  e 
gentle  power, 

Of  Rosalie,  tbe  prairie  floWer. 

But  the  summer  and  a  cln**y 

blast, 

O’er  that  happy  cottage  swept  it 
last  ;  :  .  wivV. 

When  the  autumn  song-bii'i* 
woke  the  dewy  morn 
Little  prairie  flower  w  as  gone. 
For  the  angels  whisper'd  softly  *c 
her  ear, 

*  Child,  thy  Father  calls  thee 
stay  not  here.* 

And  they  gently-  bore  her,  iroluid 
in  spotless  white,  j 
To  their  blissful  home  of  light 
Though  we  shall  never  leek  w 
her  more. 

Gone  with  the  love  aad'^Aytu** 
here;  ’» 

Far  away  she’s  blootnlHg  it.  A 
fadeless  bower;  r » 

Sweet  KoeeUe,  the  pMdrie’ftowoi. 

•  /:  *  T# 
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“THE  CATNACH  PRESS,” 

(ESTABLISHED  ISIS.) 

WILLIAM  S.  FORTE  T, 

(Sole  Successor  to  the  late  J.  Catnach,) 

*AND 

WHOLESALE  STATIONER, 

2  &  3,  MONMOUTH  COURT, 

1  SEVEN  DIALS,  LONDON,  W.O. 

The  Cheapest  and  Greatest  Variety  in  the 
|  Trade  of  .Large  Coloured  Penny  Books;  Half- 
|  penny  Coloured  Books ;  Farthing  Books ; 
j  Penny  and  Halfpenny  Panoramas ;  School 
Books;  Penn)'  and  Halfpenny  Song  Books; 
Memorandum  Books;  Poetry  Cards;  Lotteries; 
Ballads  ^4,000 sorts)  and  Hymns;  Valentines; 
Scripture  Sheets;  Christmas  Pieces;  Twelfth 
Night  Characters;  Carols;  Book  and  Sheet 
Almanacks,  Envelopes,  Note  Paper,  &c. 


W.  S.  FORTEY  begs  to  inform  h\s  Friends  and  the  Public 
generally,  that  after  19  years  service  be  has  succeeded  to  the  business 
of  bis  late  employer?  (A.  Ryle  and  Co.),  and  intends  carrying  on  the 
same,  trusting  that  hi?  /ong  experience  will  be  a  recommendation,  and 
that  no  exertion  shall  be  wanting  on  bis  part  to  merit  a  continuance 
of  those  favours  tb'^t  have  been  so  liberally  bestowed  on  that  Esta¬ 
blishment  during  the  last  46  years. 

1859. 


